THE AGE OF SUFFERING

"He must be sent for at once. He must jump into a train, or a car,
or an aeroplane if possible/' said Ben.

When Professor Varaio arrived from Milan the following evening,
the household had removed its make-up, and Lord Pemrose was dead.
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"When I think/5 Maxime groaned, "when I think that I shall never
again be able to say: 'Look, Basil, how beautiful that is!' When I
think that I shall have to listen to the music we both loved without
him! Everything, pictures, books, landscapes, everything will be in-
tolerable to me. I don't know, Ben, I don't know if I shall be able to
bear it, if I shall be able to go on living in a world from which Basil
is absent. I can't get accustomed to it. I can't even admit it to myself.
I feel that he's going to rise from that terrible bed, that he's going to
come into the room, that he's going to sit down beside us, among us.
Ben, Ben, how we made him suffer, the poor darling, do you re-
member?"

Prince Galbani was suffering almost as much as Maxime; he under-
stood his sorrow and felt no jealousy. The eyes of the two surviving
Bees were red and swollen.

Jean-Noel had also wept.

"I've lost a great friend/' he thought, "a man who taught me much
and took me on a wonderful journey. Now I must go back to France."

When he told the two Bees what Pern had said the night of their
arrival in Venice: "I think when I die I'd like to be buried here," there
was another flood of tears.

Basil's little book on the Italian mystics was preserved as a relic,
kept open at the very page at which he had abandoned it to die,

Basil had marked with a long bracket a quotation from St Catherine
of Genoa, and they all took the book in turn and read the passage aloud:

"As far as I can make out, the souls in purgatory have no other
choice but to remain where they are... At the moment of separation
from the body, the soul goes to the place assigned it, needing no other
guide but the nature of sin itself. And if the soul were prevented from
obeying this decree, it would find itself in a yet deeper Hell, for it would
be outside the Divine Order. That is why," the Saint had written,
"finding no more appropriate place, no peace in which suffering is less,
it hastens of its own accord towards that which awaits it... I will go
further, I recognize that Paradise has no doors, and who will may
enter..."

And in the margin, Pern had written in a feeble hand: "JHell is upon
earth. Things work out here in the same way. Each one of us, when all
is said and done, occupies and cannot help occupying the place in the
universe which his own nature deserves, the nature bounded by his de-
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